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Adventures of Tad;
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EATS AID IISHAPS OF A LOST S1CHEL

A Story for Young and Old.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.
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CHAPTER V1L CosrurtJED.
"The men pulled four into the boat,

then." said Polly, in a hushed awe-

struck voice, "a lady a beautiful lady
--with a little baby in her arms, was
drifting by. Captain Flagg reached
out for her, but she said 'my baby
.first,' and held it right up in both
hands, so he couldn't help catching
Jiold of it Then a great sea swept the
"lady away. A piece of the wreck
broke a hole in the boat's side," con-tinu-

Polly, steadying her voice with
;an effort, "and the crew had hard
work to get ashore. They man-rage- d

to somehow, though, and
the s.ied people were sent up

":to Bixport Captain Flagg took

" Ml' BABT FIRST."

4he baby that was me home to his
wife. Ever and ever so many bodies
drifted ashore," said Polly, with a lit-

tle shudder, "and the beautiful lady
Timong them. Some of the passengers
had teen her with her husband and
baby on board the steamer, bus no one
of the saved people knew their names.
.Lots of folks who had fiiends and rela-

tions on tho " Pomcrania " came on
io Bixport and took the bodies away;
"but nobody recognized the beautiful
lady, so Captain Flagg had her buried
here, and this stone put up. There
was a ring on her wedding linger, that
I always wear on a little chain round
my neck," and Polly touched the
front of her simple linen collar, "with
Pauline' engraved inside, so Captain

Tlagg named vie the same that's why
thev call me 'Polly.' "

Then the beautiful lady was your
--mother, and you the little baby!"
"breathlessly cried Tad.

Polly nodded gravely, and again the
Air-aw- look came into her eyes, as
they rested on the grassy mound at her
feet But soon the practical side of
Tier nature asserted itself.

"Come, Tad." she said, rising to her
feet, "it's getting pretty near suppcr-tim- c,

and I must help Mother Flagg
.she's got doughnuts to, fry." So the
two made their way out of the old
church-yar- d, and entered the home gate
at the same time as Captain Flagg,
who, with a radiant face, w as just re-

turning from his inteniew with Miss
Smith.

" "You're to go over there in the
inoining. Tad," siid the Captain, aft-

er disclosing to him tho nature of his
own errand to the house of the maiden
lady in question, "and if she likes the
cut of your jib she'll hire you on trial
for a spell, at two dollars a week and
board what do 3011 say to that?"

For a moment or tw o Tad could say
nothing whatever; the prospect of earn-

ing such a sum at the very onset, fairly
took awaj his breath. More than a
hundred dollars a year, and board be-

dside! Why, it would not be so very
long, at that rate, before he should be
able, to buy himself the little home of

--his dreams.
" Well, didn't you hear what I said?

"'pears to me you're dretful deef !"
the Captain, a little sharply,

thinking perhaps that Tad's silence
arose from a disinclination to accept
tho offer which he, Captain Flagg, knew
--was a most favorable one.

" Who's that's so dretful deef Tad?"
interposed a familiar voice, before Tad
could frame a reply. The speaker was
no other than Joe Whitney, who, scent-in- g

the odor of frying doughnuts in
"pissing, had come in for a possible
share of the spoils, just in time to hear

.his uncle's remark.
"Deef as a haddock," grumbled the

Captain, irritably, "and dumb into the
bargain, anybody'd think; for here Pve
as good as got him a berth to Miss
Smith's, and he's to go over there fust
hing in the morning for a kind of over-hauli-

but when I tell him, he netcr
o much as says whether he's glad or

aorry don't say nothin', in fact." And
3iore, as the Captain paused for breath,
.astonished Tad had at last a chance to

--explain himself.
"Indeed, sir," exclaimed the boy,

--with sparkling eyes and eager speech,
-- it's only because that I'm so glad and
-- so so ct cry thing," said Tad, unable

to frame his gratitude, "that I can't say
--what I w ant to."

The Captain, who saw his mistake,
--was instantly appeased. He patted
Tad on the shoulder in the most friend-

ly manner imaginable, and after clear-

ing his throat told him in a low tone
--that Solomon hit the nail square on the
Jiead when he said that there's a Provi--den-

that shapes our ends, refuse them

ss much as we've a mind to, and then,
rememberinir that the small sachel was
istill in Tad's possession, he got together
iis writing materials, and, with the
"help of the "Business Man's Assistant"
raiid "Every Man His Own Lawyer,"
drew up the following notice for publi- -
cailon:

--"To All Whom It Hay Concern:
--Mo it known that on the evening ox aura

98,187, a certain party left on a seat hi fee
.jUWDBva o, m, uxiuid to contain valuables. Now,

akerclore, it aaid party aaaU at the time of
nmfllnctlili nnnflriTinn ttrm soon thereafter- -

--vat as say be tet- -

aloud for the edification of Tad and
Joe Whitney, who 'had just returned
from the kitchen.

"Tain't the way Pd put it. Uncle
Jcth," remarked the irrepressible Joe,
with his mouth full of doughnut and
a suspicious bnnchincss about his
pockets, as Captain Flagg laid down
the paper with r look of conscious
pride "I'd just say: 'Found in Broad
Street station, Philadelphia, on

a nigh hand-ba- Prove
Property and pay charges. Address
Captain Jethro Flagg, Bixport,
Maine.' "

Captain Flagg regarded his auda-

cious nephew with a look in which
mild indignation was blended with
pity. "Mebbe you would, Joseph," he
6aid, with some severity, "mebbe you
would; but, considerin' that I'm jest a
few years older'n jou. I'te took the
libcity of doin' this my own way."

"All right, Uncle Jeth,' returned
the unabashed youth, "if yot don't
mind, 1 don't, I'm sure. Say, Tad,"
he remarked, briskly, turning to the
secretly amused youth, "how'd you
like me to go over to Miss Smith's in
the morning and speak a good word
for you, eh?"

"I'd like you to go with me ever so
much," warmly replied Tad. He did
not rely much upon Joe's verbal rec-
ommendation, but he had a sort of
feeling that the moral support of his
presence would be a great deal.

" 111 call for you right after break-
fast," briefly returned Joe, with a twin-

kle in the "eye, that, had Polly been
present, she would have understood at
once to mean mischief. But she was
helping Mrs. Flagg with supper prep-

arations, and the Captain was busy
sending off the copies of his notice to
a couple of city papers, so Tad had no
warning as to Joe Whitney's love of
practical jokes. And all the way homo
joe choked dow n certain little tw inges
of conscience, by representing to him-sel-

that it was "onlv a little fun, any
way," an excuse which I fancy has
been common to mischievous 3011th

from the fabled stoning of the frogs
dow n to the present day.

Miss Smith was "shooing" some
hens out of hcrjard as Joe came by
the house, and he at once volunteered
his sen ices with marked success. Send-

ing the last hen shrieking across the
street with a stick following closely at
her Joe closed tho gate
carefully.

"Oh, I say. Miss Smith," he re-

marked, as he was turning away, "I
told Tad the boy that Uncle Jcth
brought home this trip that I'd conio
otcr with him in the morning he's
sort of bashful with strangers."

"NoboJy'd accuse yon of any thing
01 the kind, Joe Whitney," was Miss
Smith's uncompromising answer. She
was tall, thin, angular and forty, with
a good heart, but rather uncertain tem
per. And Joe w as not a prime fat or-i- tc

with Miss Smith, by reason of
his rather peculiar tendencies to mis-

chief.
"Tad's a real good boy, I guess,"

said Joe, ignoring the personality, "but
if he's as hard of hearin' as Uncle Jeth
sat s for I heard him say Tad was deef
as a haddock tou 11 liate to holier wee
old boots to make him hear." And,
without w aiting to be questioned far-

ther, Joe scudded homeward.
True to his promise, Joe was on

hand bright and call' on the following
morning. Captain Flagg had gone
down to superintend the discharge of
the "Mary J.V cargo, and Mrs.
Flagg was in the kitchen. Only Polly
and Bouucc followed the two hots to
the gate.

" Remember, now! no tricks Joe,"
called out Polly, warningly; good
luck to jou Tad," and she waved her
hand encouragingly, as the latter
turned with at cry full heart, to look
back at the old home Whose occupants
had git en him so friendly a reception.

" Oh, isn't this nice!" said Tad, en-

thusiastically, as he drew in a great
breath of the sweet, pure air, and
looked at the quiet beauty of the land-

scape about him. Behind the village
rose a range of spruce and pine cov-

ered hills. All round were fertile
farms, and, in the eyes of the city-bre- d

boy, Bixport and its surroundings
seemed a sort of miniature Paradise.

"Not so bad," patronizingly assent-

ed his companion. And as they crossed
a small stone bridge which spanned a
deep narrow stream, Joe stopped and
peeped scrutinizingly over the rail, at
the dark current below.

"I guess the water's warm enough
to try the trout Satur-
day, and if Miss Smith'll let you off in
the afternoon if she hires you what
do tou say if we go trouting?"

Say ! What would any boy say to such a
proposition particularly a hot w ho had

nctcr before been outside city wails?
"But may be Miss Smith won't hire
me," suggested Tad. a little anxiously,
after having expressed a rapturous
readiness to accompany his newly-ma-

friend on a trouting tramp, or
anywhere else that Joe might suggest.
' "No trouble about that!" Joe replied,
confidently; "she'd take anybody Un-

cle Jeth recommended. You know
she's hard of hearing?" he added, care-

lessly.
Xo, Tad did not know it.
"Fact!" said Joe, with a nod; "and

if I was you, Pd speak up good and
loud, so's to let her sec that tou've got
a voice of t our own. The louder you
holler, the" better she'll like tou," he
added, with a slight twinge of his not

conscience. For though
it was true that Miss Smith was un-

deniably hard of hearing in her right
ear, persons speaking a little above
their ordinary tone had no particular
difficulty in making themselves heard.

Tad resolved that if this was the case,
he would place himself without delay
on the topmost round of Miss Smith's
affections; and little more was said, as.

they bad now arrived at their new
i naxx of destination.,. .,., !,. , . 1,5 J,

square-roof-ed building, sadly in need
of painting, standing a little back from

TZ&)ttoToL Itbodone toraue ebim- -

herself was raklne away tho dead
leaves" from a bed of upspringing cro-

cuses.
At their approach Miss Smith threw

her back, and, straighten-
ing up the rake-handl-e, stood stiffly

erect, clasping it between her gloved
hands something like the manner of
a sentinel with his musket when not on
active duty as she stared very hard at
Tad, whose heart was beating furiously.

"So this is the boy," she said, in an
uncompromising sort of voice her re-

mark seemingly addressed to herself
"humph!"

This was by no means encouraging,
and Tad's hopes went down below zero
with considerable rapidity. Joe stood
a littlo at one side, with a shadowy look
of expectancy on his freckled face.

"How old arc you, Tad?" suddenly
shrieked Miss Smith, with such unex-

pected energy that mechanically Tad
clapped his hands to his ears.

"Fourteen in my fifteenth year!"
shouted Tad, whose face became quit
crimson through the exertion. So did
Joe's, but from a different cause.

Miss Smith started back involuntari-

"Mercy on us!" she txclaimod-"Wh- y

don't you speak a little louder!"
she added, in a sarcastic sort of roar.

'I said fourteen, marm In my fif-

teenth tear!" Tad yelled, with the full
power of his lungs; for, unfortunately,
he took her ironical suggestion in per
feet good-fait-

Mis3 Smith dropped tho e,

and sat down on tho piazza steps.
Joe, whoes face was of a lively purple
which extended to his ear-tip- s, began
to edge toward the gate.

"lou won't do, boy," screamed Miss
Smith, so shrilly that John Doty, who
was plowing in an adjoining field,
stopped his oxen and looked wonder--

ingly across at the "old Smith place."
as it was locally called, while

Nason, Miss Smith's "lined
help," rushed bare-arm- from the
kitchen, with a vague impression that
Miss Smitli was in hysterics.

"1 can't hire any one as deaf as you
are, and run the risk of breaking a
blood-tcss- hollering to you," con-

tinued Miss Smith in tho same high
key, as Tad stood confounded and de-

spondent at her abrupt refusal; "be-

sides. Tin not so hard of hearing as
all that comes to, and your toicc goes
through my head like a knife yah-h-h-

with which concluding ejaculation
Miss Smith put her hands to the
sides of her pasteboard and
shuddered. "Why, I ain't deaf, marm!"
wonderingly exclaimed Tad. dropping
his toico sctcral octaves, "and I
wouldn't hate spoke so loud only Joe
said you w as hard of hearing, an' if lie

was me he'd speak up good and loud."
Joe could stand it no longer. With

an explosive yell of laughter he dodged
through the gate, and, dropping in the
green sward, at a safe distance,
doubled himself up in an ecstasy of un-

seemly mirth.
"Joe Whitney!" gasped Miss Smith,

starting to her feet and shaking her
finger threatening in the direction ol

Jtue prostrate practical joker, as the

. T 'r ZF ncrr1-- .
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"FOURTEEN, IN MT FIFTEEJfTH," SHOUT-k-

TAD.

truth of the matter flashed across her
mind, "you see if your father don't
hear of this, sir!"

But ker indignation was always
short lived, and gradually a grim smile
softened the hard lines of her face,
though tho overshadowing head-ge-

hid it from Tad's anxious gaze.
"And so you want a place, eh?" she

said, abruptly, but not unkindly, as
she turned her sharp gray eyes full
upon Tad, who was looking reproach-
fully at Joe as, having risen, he
cautiously advanced within earshot.

"If you please, marm," was the re-

spectful answer, and Tad looked plead-

ingly up at the maiden lady as he

spoke. Something in his thin, palt
face moved Miss Smith's heart curi-

ously.
The boys who had worked for hei

from time to time had generally beer
unintelligent, brown-face- d boys, witl
large appetites and a tenency to' idle

away as much time as they possibly
could.

"He's got a look I kind of like,
though he is a pindling sort of a boy,"
thought Miss Smitli, rubbing her nose
reflectively.

"Don't you dare enter that gate,
Joeph Whitney!" she exclaimed, with
sudden energy, as Joe, with traces oi
his recent mirth on his features, edged
himself along the front fence.

"No, marm," responded Joe, in a
voice suggestive of the deepest contri-

tion. Affecting to be overcome with
remorseful sorrow, he appled a small

cotton handkerchief to
his eyes, and sobbed hysterically, :ifter
which, twisting it between his fingers,
he feigned to wring tears of bitter
grief from its folds.

Turning her back upon the arch dis-

sembler. Miss Smith proceeded to pet
Tad through a rapid course of question-
ing. Did he smoke or swear? Had he
been vaccinated? Were his father and
mother living? Had he been to school?
What church did he attend? and a
few other queries, of similar import.

On all points except that of church
going Tad's answers were very ;

and Miss Smith graciously ad-
mitted that his lack of clothes was a
tolerably reasonable excuse for lus

in that one respect.
to u coimiraub

science will be sufficient introduction
to the rest

He was a man of average intelli-
gence, as also of average stupidity,
having often convinced himself that
God made woman with nothing in her
hand but tho dish-clot- h and the duster,
while under man's arm, at his making.
He tucked the ballot-bo- x, the jug and I

the tobacco-bo- as the source of manly
government for two sexes.

Well, one day he sat in his k

chair reading his favorite daily, when
a report of a w onian-suffra- coat ca-

tion ran under his eye and set him to
making homc-mad- o editorials.

"Now, there's wife," quoth Tom to
Tom; "she's uncommon smart at all
she ever tried (wouldn't I thrash the
fellow that said she wasn't); but.
pshaw! what's she know 'bout tariff
on wool, citil service, bogus butter,
an' eh?"

Then he chuckled to himself in the
looking-glas- s opposite, nnd was about
to resume his paper, when Conscience
glanced up into his face and whispered,
with a smile:

"Tom, dear, all people are dull
touching things they never rubbed
against. You run your saw-mi- ll well;
but you couldn't run a cotton-mil- l,

nor bake a batch of bread like Lucy's;
nnd when she has a band in the loaf of
State Government, she'll study to
mould that, too, light and sweet, and
'do it to a turn' in the oven of public
sen ice." ,

"May be so, Conscience; but, bless
me! she studies up thing 'nough now I
wish she didn't no need o' missions
an' temperance, night-schoo- ls and
tinkerin' for the poor. I'd jest like to
have one field left she didn t take in
terest 'nough in to watch me."

" Ah, Tom! now you're honest; for
tho t otmg women certainly will know
more of men's political conduct, nnd
excuse less. So, too, Lucy, you saj,
now thinks and label's for others, also;
but still she's a good housekeeper,
isn't she?"

"Yes, ma'am! best in town, 'cause
she don't tote. If she votes, the
doughnuts'll all turn into books an'
thoughts on reforming overv body-- , an'
she'll come to respect herself for all
she's worth; then other folks will, too.
Why, she might get to be head o' the
family. I tell you, woman should be
kept 'umblc like, as in parts o' France
she has to get married in mouruin';
an that showed a model wife that
old London, sign-boa- as had painted
on it a female liggcr without a head,
an' marked 'The Good Woman.' "

" Yes, Tom," said Conscience,
sternly, "in those days men were
brutes."

"Say, Conscience, kcop still, can't
you! Woman was- made to fry fish for
man; be his sewin'-machin- e, too; and
w hen she's out o' apple dumplin's, she's
outcn her sphere. She's good 'nough
for mo as she be."

"Tom, man, you need her tho very
best she can be."

"Well, well, well! Somehow I feel
it in my bones as suffrage is
to her. I'm 'fraid, too, Lucy won't vote
my way every time, 'cause she pious,
like lots on 'em. They'll vote pious,
too, I reckon; an' then, oh. dear me!
poor Tom'll lose his tansy bitters. No,
ma'am, Miss Conscience; I guess I'm
for keepin' suQiagc in the masculine
gender."

Just once more, nnd thoughtfully in
earnest, good Conscience beamed up
into his face and said: - W

"Beloved Tom, I'm your best friend;
kindly and carefully hear me. As 3011
say, woman is pious; her nature looks
upward as tar as nature's God, and the
more it lays hand upon all that is true
and helpful, the more womanly wife
and inspiring mother she'll be.
Woman never can become a bad wife
and mother through leave to make the
State guardian of the treasures dearest
to wife and mother. Wouldn't you feel
disgraced, Tom, if disfranchised? And
don't your bright wife and daughter
feci it as keenly? You know you never
grew so fast a the morning you
awoke twenty-on- e. 'But Lucy'll vote
aw ay your bitters,' you say. So she
will; but think how the loss of your bit-
ters will sweeten the life of you both.
She'll not, though, vote away your ap-

ple dumplings; she'll only vote the
peaceful flavor of her home into all the
country, and then all the country will
respect her home. Indeed, Tom, if
3 ou'll vote as 1 tell you, Lucy'll always
vote with yon; nnd if she be half as re-

ligious as you say, will not her vote
cleanse the 'filthy pool of politics?' Or
do you fear Lucy'll be soiled? Men and
women mingle safely on the street, in
the shop, the cars, the post-offic- e, the
public audience; may they not keep
harmless while voting. Surely, Tom,
if the men who vote be not fit for Lucy
to walk near for a moment at the polls,
they're not fit to make laws for her;
and if your voting-plac- e be too filthy
for your wife to step into, perhaps,
dear man, it's proof of your unfitness
not hers proof that the place needs
her. Dc think of these things, Tom,
dear."

Well, Tom did go back to his saw-
mill thoughtful; the bark slipped from
his thoughtless prejudice; and
in his esteem, Lucy stands by his side,
not a slab from the log of creation,
but a cut straight-graine-d and clear,
through the oaken heart of a righteous
purpose, to build unwarped both the
home and the State. James Clement
Ambrose, in Woman' Journal.

PROTECTION FOR GIRLS.

Some Needed Legislation The Statutes
on "Ae of Content" la Different
States.
The effort made by the W. C. T. U.s

of New York State, last winter, to
have the "Age of consent" raised to
eighteen has borne excellent
fruit The bill providing for this was
drawn up under the supervision , and
introduced at the request of Mr. Aaron
Powell, editor of the Philanthropist and
secretary of the Society for the Pre-

vention of Vice, of which Mrs. Abby
Hopper Gibbons is president

A bill was introduced and passed in

passage certified to by the Secretary
of State. The age of sixteen was
fixed upon, as, by an act passed at the
last session of the Legislature, sixteen
years was made the marriageable age
for females and eighteen for males.

Wo now stand where England does
upon,the age of consent, viz., sixteen
years. The result in that country was
brought about by the revelations made
in the Pall Mall Gazelle. During the
past winter New York, New Jersey and
Pennsylvania have each passed laws
fixing the age at sixteen years. Illi-

nois and Michigan have fixed it at
fourteen; Maine at thirteen, while the
Legislature of Delaware adjourned
leaving the age at seven 3 ears. The
Department of Social Purity feels un-

der great obligations to Hon. John L
Piatt, of Ponghkcepsie, who introduced
the bill asking for eighteen years, and
through whose earnest efforts we be-

lieve the result to be largely due.
Woman's Journal.

m

ITEMS ABOUT WOMEN.

Mrs. Crawford, Paris correspond
ent of tho London Daily News and

Truth, is said to earn ten thousand dol-

lars a year by her pen.
Mme. Trelat left nearly all her

property, about 400,000, to the Paris
municipality, to founda school for the
training of girls in household duties.

Miss Julia Ward Howe has re-

ceived a set of silver from the Sons of
St George, as a testimonial for her
services to the lodge on the occasion
of the Queen's jubilee.

Mrs. Hester M. Poole, for the las
nine years editor of a woman's depar
ment in the al Jour'
nal. retires from her post crowned
with high encomiums from the editor-in-chie- f,

and with the genuine regro'
of all who have read her column.

Mrs. Dr. Ellis, an American lady,
is physician to the Queen of Corca.
She has apartments in the royal palace
at Seoul, and receives a yearly salary
which is equal to eighteen thousand
dollars. She is expected to visit the
Queen daily, and remains in call when
Her Majcstj-- is indinposcd.

Mrs. John Field, of Philadelphia,
has given paintings, eighty-thre- e in all,
to Williams College, and money to
erect a building for Sanderson Acad-
emy, at Ashfield. The paintings in
elude works by Rousseau, Troyon,
Weld, Kcnsctt and Cropsy. In the
building at Ashfield for Sonderson
Academy, a memorial room will be
fitted up in memory of her husband.

Mrs. Mahoaret W. Campbell, oi
East Des Moines, la., advises the wom-
en of that State to offer their votes at
the next election, claiming that women
may vote there without violating any
law. The constitution of Iowa desig
nates male citizens as voters, but il
nowhere in express terms prohibits fe
male citizens horn voting.

Miss S. M. Hollett, formerly en
grossing clerk in thoslowa Senate,
now of Denison, la., has inaugurated
in Crawfortl County a S3stcm. which
has worked so successfully elsewhere,
of reporting each daj the sales, mort
gages, mechanics' liens, chattel mort-

gages and judgments filed. She ex-

amines daily the official records, pre-
pares and distributes the report
through the mail to her patrons, who
find it a valuable assistance in their
business. Miss Hollett's enterprise has
proved successful beyond her expecta-
tions, and is an evidence of the ca-

pacity and energy of the Iowa girls.
Mary Peabodv, of Salem, became

the wife of the late Horace Mann, who
had a head as destitute of imagination
as Hawthorne's was full of it She
wrote the novel of slave life in Cuba
entitled "Juanita," which was pub-
lished last spring, a few weeks after
her lamented death, and was the con-

stant companion of her sister Eliza-
beth, who is the original promoter oi
the kindergartens, which Mrs. Quincy
Shaw has taken under her special pro-
tection. Sophia Feabody had the fort-
une to wed the shy but powerful ro-

mancer, Nathaniel Hawthorne. She
was equal to the situation, and in the
"Life of Hawthorne," which has been
written by his. son, there is nothing
more beautiful than the womanly sym-

pathy which she supplied to the man
of geniu.

Mrs. F. A. W. Shimer, who, thirty-fiv- e

years ago, with Miss
Gregory in founding the Mount Car-

roll Seminary, at Mount Carroll, 111.,

and who for many years has been its
sole proprietor, giving the best ener-
gies of her life to its service, to in-

sure, not only the continuation but the
growth of the institution, wishes to
put it under the control of those hav-

ing ability and funds, who are warmly
interested in, the higher education of
women. She proposes to donate the
seminary property, free of incum-
brance, to an association that will
raise an endowment of $100,000 be
this association composed of former
students, an orthodox religious body,
or the two united this endowment to
be placed under the control of a board
of trustees, and the income used for
the benefit of the institution.

Something to Think Over.

The truth of the text, "To him that
hath shall be given," is shown by' the
care taken to restore to
their political rights. The fact that
tbey belong to the male sex commends
them to favor. In Iowa (and some-

thing similar is true in other States)
the Governor has adopted a form of
certificate under which, if signed by
two men testifying to the good con-

duct of the for a certain
length of time, he shall be restored to
his political rights. But no woman,
however wise or good or well en-

dorsed, can find any open door to her
political rights. She denied because
she is a woman. He is welcomed, be-

cause he is a man. Is it not time that
good women syould be made the 5 lit-ic- al

equals of exconvicts? Wonuut
Journal. ,

beyond the base, adding
grandeur of its appearance. It is cov-

ered with small trees and undergrowth,
and back of it and on both sides is a
woodland country. Altogether it to

one of the most romantic looking spots
in that picturesque river country, and
it would be rather remarkable than
otherwise if such a place had no legend
associated with it This majestic cliff,
whose unchanging face looked upon
the gently flowing river when it bore
no larger craft upon its surface than
the canoe of the red man.andlongbefore
the first log hut was built in Nashville,
is known as "Siddie's Bluff." The story
goes that many years ago it was the
scene of the romantic and tragic death
of a young girl called Siddie, who leap-
ed from its brow into the river below.

Siddie, according to the story, was a
beautiful young girl, who lived with
her parents some distance up the river.
Some of the river men some times
stopped at the house, and a number of
them were among the suitors of the
beautiful Siddie. For a long time none
of them was particularly favored, but
it was finally remarked that a prefer-
ence was shown one of the number, a
handsome young fellow who, though he
had not been long on the river, was
very popular among his mates. It was
soon understood that he had won Sid-

die's heart and had been promised her
hand, and none were surprised when
it was learned that the day had been
named for the marriage of Siddie and
her choice. The time went happily for
the lovers until a short time before the
day which was to complete their joy,
when the young man had to leave on a
long trip down tho river. Ho was to
return just in time to be married on
the day appointed. Siddie bade her
stalwart young lover a lingering and
reluctant farewell, and he started with
a heart full of hope upon his journey.
He never returned. One report has it
that he was drowned, another that his
fate was never known. Siddie refused
for months to believe that he would
not come back, and long after the day
which was to have witnessed their mar-
riage, she could be seen upon the bank
of tho river looking for the coming of
her betrothed. As time went on, and
he came not the look of expectancy
faded into one of bewilderment and
soon gave place to one of painful ap-

prehension.
The poor girl lost all interest in her

surroundings, and seemed absorbed
w ith the idea of finding her best love.
It was soon whispered about that grief
had robbed her of her reason. She
would leave the house in the morning
and not return for hours and it was
noticed that her daily walk always
took her along the river side. One
da3 she went on one of these walks,
but at noon she had not returned. The
day wore on and her absence began to
excite alarm. When night came and
she had not appeared, a search party
was organized, and in a drenching
wind and rain storm which had come
up, began to scour tho woods along
the west bank of the river. It was
learned that the girl had followed tho
downward course of the Cumberland,
several persons having seen her as
she passed in the morning. Soon the
searchers ceased to hear her at all, ana
it was not until the next day, when
some of them had gone as far down as
Ashland and crossed over to the little
settlement which then occupied the
site of the present town, that an3' news
of the gill was again heard. The
searchers then learned that their work
was done. The girl had leaped from the
bluff into the river below. Nashville
(Tenn.) Banner.

THE LIMEKILN CLUB.

Brother Gardner Make at Few Wonder
fully Practical Remark.

Dar' am sartin things I should like
you to remember," said Brother Gard
ner as State Kigbts bnutti linauy got
over his fit of coughing and the hall be
came quiet "In de fust place, de man
who lies will knock a man down fur
callin' him a liar jist as soon as a man
who tells de troof. In de nex' place, if
a man says lie, an' you doan' lie,
how do you prove you doan' by hittin'
him?

"What men lack in argyment dey
will try to make up either in ridicule or
bulldozin .

"When you h'ar of a pusson wid a
confidenshul friend, you hev found
somebody to be sorry fur.

"A man may hev your respect an'
admiration fur half a century on gen-

eral principles, an' yit lose all in half a
day by refusin' to indorse your bank
note.

"Moas' ebery man has his weak side,
an' moas' of us, except de drunkard,
ar' hypocrites. We hide our weak-

ness, while he exhibits his.
"I like to believe all men honest, but

I nebber take de same patent medicine
fur liver complaint an' de toofachc, no
matter how de label reads.

- "If eber I open a bank I shan't hunt
fur a cashier widout any small vices.
I hev seen de time when a chaw of
plug terbacker stopped my hunger fur
my neighbor's new pertaters.

"It ar' easy 'nuff to make friends in
a new nayburhood. All yon hev to do
is to be a cheerful lender. Your ene-

mies will appear when you stop lendin'
anbegin to borrow. Let us now take
dc reg'lar purceedin's an' purcecd to
bizness." Detroit Free Press.

'Do yon not often wonder.Gcorge,"
she said, softly, as they stood at tne
gate, "at the infinite number of stars.
where that vast, silent eternal proces- -
cion is going and whence it came?"
"Ye-es,- " replied George, ratherhesitat--
ingly, "but don't yon find that to look
at the sky forany length of time makes
the back of your neck ache?" A. X.

Sun.

As long as we are young, suffering
and sorrow is a hurricane which robs
ns of our health. As we grow old,
however, it partakes more sad more
of the nature of a sephyr,which merely
adds one more farrowin our wrinkled
faces and one more white carl to oar
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To Cook Black-Eye- d Peas lett
one quart of the peas in four qaarto of
water, with four small onions, a bud
cellery and a bit of bacon or a ham
bone. Season to the taste. CmetiMMrfC

Times.
While stock feeding to one of tke

best methods of improving the soil, it
would be folly for a man with no ex-

perience in feeding stock to embark
hastily in such an enterprise for th .
sake of the manure.

To tell cake in the oven, neverjn-sc- rt

a broom splinter, but draw it
gently forward and put the ear close to ,.

the loaf; if it is not done there will be
a little sputtering sound. When it is.
thoroughly baked there will be no
sound.

A simple way to decorate a waste
basket is to get bright nnd fanciful
Japanese napkins and cover the basket
with them. Tie them with ribbona:
around the top of tho basket and in.
the center also; then let them hang:
full and free at the bottom. Indian-
apolis Journal.

Rico Cream. Wash and parboil
one-half pound of rice. Drain and
cook in one quart of white stock made
from a knuckle of veal, until soft nut
through a sieve, add one pint cream,
one teaspoon salt, a little pepper and.
one cup cooked asparagus tops. Thin,
with stock if necessary. Christian.
Union.

We have heard Hiram Smith say
often, remarks Hoard's Dairyman, that
in undertaking to make a first-cla-

butter-mak- be had rather a hundred,
times over tako a young man or wo-

man who never saw a pound of butter
than some farmer or his wife who had
made butter all their lives in their
own way.

There is just the same difference be-

tween feeding for eggs or feeding for
market that there is in feeding for leant
meat, growth or milk, and feeding for
fat The farmer's wife often complains
that her hens will not lay. The reason,
is they get all the corn they want and.
are too fat The egg is composed
largely of albumon and to produce ;fc

thc hens must have albuminoids.
Cold Deviled Eggs. Boil a num-

ber of eggs very hard; when cold re
move the shells and cut each egg in
half. Take out the yolks and pound
them in a mortar with a few boned an-

chovies, pepper, salt and a pinch of dry
mustirtl, moistening with a little but-

ter. Fill the empty whites cut in halves
with this mixture, and arrange ina
dish garnished with parsley. Farm,
Field and Stockman. '

To purify a room set a pitcher ot
water in the apartment and in a few
hours it will have absorbed all the re-

spired gases in the room, the air of
which will have become purer, but ths
water ntterly filthy. Tho colder the
water is tho greater the capacity to
contain these gases. At the ordinary
temperature a pail of water will absorb
a pint of carbonic acid gas and several
pints of ammonia. The capacity is
nearly doubled by reducing the water
to the temperature of ice. Hlnce,
water kept in s room for a while i
unfit for use.

RUST IN WHEAT.

A Deatraetlve Fanraa TVnleh
Throats Three DUtlnct Ages.

The disease known as rust in wheat
and oats is caused by a fungus called
Pucciniagraminis, which has a most in-

teresting history. Just as truly as the ,

codlingmoth live during part of its life '

as a larva in tho apple, a second part
as pupa under the bark near the base ot
the tree, and the third adult stage as a
mature moth with wings, so does this.
rust have three distinct stages. The
black rust stage is the mature stage in
which the black spores are produced
that survive the winter in the straw or
stubble of wheat oats or some other
grass plants. In the spring these rest-
ing spores in some way get upon the
leaves of barberry (very probably oa
some more common plants also) and
germinate, producing what is
known as the cluster cups
on that shrub. The cup-lik- e

formations on the surface of the bar-

berry leaf arc full of minute spores
which are carried by the winds, -

the grain. These spores
lodge on the rough surfaces of the
blades and stems of the wheat or oats
and begin growth by sending oats
very minute and thread-lik- e mycelium,
as it Is called, which penetrates the
plank and grows through the tissue,
multiplying very rapidly. When the
grain is nearly ripe the mycelium pro-

duces yellowish spores near the sur-

face of the leaves and stems, which,
break through and stand out over the
plant often making it look a reddish
yellow and covering the hands and
elothes of those binding it by hand be-

fore the dew is off in the morning--.

These spores fall to other parts of the
plant and grow, thus aiding the rapid
multiplication of the thread-lik- e my-

celium in filling the plant tissues.
The third or adult stage differs main-

ly in the kind of spores produced over
the surface of the plant They ,

instead of reddish or yellow.
They can be seen in rows along the
stem or leaves of ripe grain, or stubbie
in fields that were infested. These
black spores are more dense than those
produced in the second or "red stage,'
and are calculated to live through the
winter and start a new generation by
first living in the cluster-cu-p stage in'
the leaves of the barberry. The fact
that the field of wheat was infested this
year goes to show that there was bar-

berry or other plants upon which the
rnst can piss its first stage. The pres-
ent knowledge of this fungus to act
clear enough to enable one to deter-
mine how certainly it will reappear ,
after having infested a-- field. Unless --

wheat to by far the most profitable,
corn or some other paying crop sheald
be grown next year. The rest is said
to work 'most rapidly in moist, wans
weather, and the amount of damage
deae will depend greatly oa the kind
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